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prayed to the gods for guidance. She spoke most of
Nala, and as she described his gentleness and manli-
ness, his kingly power and wisdom, his love for
herself and his constant care of her, fresh courage
seemed to rise within her fainting heart and she felt
strong once more and able to pursue her search
again. On she went to the northward, travelling for
three nights and days in fruitless search, until she
came at last to a cool grove in the forest, a paradise
of restfulness and peace, where a number of holy
men had made their home.

The hermits were filled with amazement when
she came among them, but seemed to know in-
stinctively that she was a queen among women; and
they bowed reverently before her while they spoke
words of welcome and encouragement, asking her in
all simplicity whether she were a goddess of the
wood or of the stream.

" I am no goddess," said Damayanti, " but a
woman, the daughter of King Bhima and the wife of
the mighty Nala." For now the princess had quite
forgotten the weakness of her husband and re-
membered only his royal state and the kingly nobility
of his heart and soul; and once more she found
strength and encouragement as she described him to
these holy men and sang his praises with shining
eyes and blushing cheeks.

" Fear not, princess/' said the most reverend of
that hermit band. " Before long you shall see Nala,
and see him restored to health and wealth and
happiness, and Nala shall have you once again as